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Keep the Chains?
By Lisle Bell.

P ]Il'l‘ to'the man who started
spats, the most inexcusable
individual known to mod-

ern clvilization is the person who
chain letters. The letters
have been taken away
him and
should have been hung
his neck.

the rest of us would have

saved all this trouble.

ou know how the thing goes.

: ¢ without a grain of com-

i mon seanse thinks up a cherey

| motto, or an uplifting thought for

the good of humanity—some-
thing like “Ain’t it warm?” or

“How’s your appetite ?”"—and he

immediately sends it broadeast.

However, being afraid that his
burst of inspiration won't travel
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-puts it in the form of a chain
letter, with instructions to this
effect:

“Copy this and send it to nine
people who ought to know better.
This chain was started by a nin-
eompoop with the mentality of a

peanat, but don’'t let that dis-

courage you. It should go three
times around the world—because
lots of nincompoops have. Do
not break the chain, for whoever
does will have bad luck. Do this
within twenty-four hours, and
within nine days you will have
good fortune—if someone doesn’t
find out who did it, and send you
a polson lipstick. A Friend.”
After receiving one of these
atrocities, the first thing to do is
to sit down and cuss. If there
are no chairs convenient, it is
permissjble to cuss standing.
“Then hold the letter up to the
light, and look at the water-mark.
This may help you to identify the
owner. Then compare the hand-

writing with that of all your cor- |

respondents—also co-respondents,
if any.

You are now ready to continue
the chain,

Cross the feet while writing
the nine letters, as this has the
effect of increasing your luck.
Write with a stub-pen on fly-

paper, Fold twice, lengthwise, |
and place in a kettle of boiling |

water.
If you can pick up a few rusty
pins while engaged in the job,

this also may bring you good |

luck, if you don't seratch your-
self and get lockjaw.

At the end of twenty-three
hours dump your nine letters into
the nearest sewer. It's the only
sensible way not to break the
ehain.

Heard Along

Broadway

Cutting!
TEI landlord of the Gresn Jug
had a weakness for running
“raffles.” Bill Blonks had taken
part in all of them, but always
discovered that the prize had
been won by some member of the

landlord's family.

One morning Bill walked in
and the landlord produced an-

' other bunch of tickets,

“Here you are, Bill,"” he ex-
elaimed. ' “Only a quarter a
ticket, and the prize is a hand-
some violin}" -

“That's funny!™ eommented
Bill Blonks,

“What's funny!™ queried the
fandlerd.

“Why," replied Bill, “T didn’t
know that any one in your fam-
fly could play the violin.*

He'd Made a Change.
colonal believed that sol-
diers sheuld be bachelors; se
usually he refused his men per
mission te marry,

One spplicant looked se down-
cast that even the celenel's heart
was touched,

“Look heve, my man,” he said,
*gome to me again in a year's
time, and if pou still want to be
married I'll give you my oon-
sent.”

The year passed. Again the
private applied. The colonel was

““Well, wall, I really must give
you permission,” he smiled. “I
pever expected to find such con-
stancy in either man or woman.”

The private saluted.

“Thank you, sir,” he said,
gratefully. “But, please, sir, it
jsn’t the same woman!”

burned, and the |

Optitnistic.

E goMing novice, afier miss-

ing the ball time after time
and disturbing moch turf, turned
to his caddy and said: “I have a
prother in China who plays this
game awfully well." :

“Well, keep right un. si= " sl
the caddy, cheerfully, “you’ll
dig him up.”

Eddie’s Friends 4

WITH A MAN OF HS

NOU CAN'T PLAY WITH THOSE BUMS .
NOW COLONEL VAN CRABB. THE GREN
FINANCIER 1S STOPTEMG WERE AT

THE HOTEL .GO MAKE WIS,
ACQUAINTANCE . | WOULDN'Y

OBJECT TO YOUR PLAYING

Misplaced Apology

Copyright. 1933, International Weaturs Bervice, Ime.
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“THE COLONEL. LEFT JOHN You
WORD MOT TO PHOME RUN RIGHT
COLVAN CRABS HAS A HEADACHE we
wR. GooP SIR. DOOR, -
wouLD LIKE
Y0 SEE
'HIM
"'I-! .
4 2 U,
LS s 2

LIKE TO

GOOP 1S MY NAME AND 1

& 00D EVENING COLONEL .
WONDERED F You WOULDNT

pLAY A
LITTLE

7

WELL 1 GUESS I'LL
TODOLE OVER To THE

GRACIOUS 'S TWO OCLOCK .
JOMMN MASN'T ANY MORE SENSE
THAN T KEEP THE COLONEL LOP
ALL NIGHT. M BETTER GO

You RUN RIGHT upP To THE
COLONEL'S ROOM AND APOLOGIZE

——
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ACK by da homeland, by da
sunny It, we have eet ver
mooch dancing, where de

wops they maka da dance by
using da feets, which ees not lika
da same een dessa country by da
presents time. Fen da oldish days
peoples hav’ got to be clevair wit’
da feets. Eef they ees punk
hoofers, they ees get no partners.

Now we got to be clevair wit
da shoulders, but da feets, they
make eet no differ eef you got
feeta or not. You ean stand ver’
still by one spot an’ maka da
danece all evening time. An' da
musicks we used to have eet, she
ees ver' fine indeed. Ever'body
maka da dance een my country,
youngish, oldish and da middle
age, also, Nowdays nobody
maka da dance excep’ da flap an’
da eake-eat. 1 said eet.

Evenink behin’ las’ my wife
Mariouche, she eome by da home
house all tire' out. She ees
spend all afternoon time by da
tea dancings. Bhe s so exhaus’
she ean no maka da sopper.

“] ees var’ weary,” she say eet,
as she flop by da sophia down on
aet,

“What make you se tire?” 1
ask for inflammation.

“Da dance like they make eet
now makes me tire,”” she say eet.

“Da dance now make overy-

bedy tire,” | say, “Eet alse

]

maka me tire and I not go to eet,
“ dl.JO

“Oh, you ees a ole fossil,” she
say eet. “You not know da war
ees over yet.”

““Sure you tink she ees ver’
nice,” 1 say, “but eef I treat you
rough like some of them linge
lousards, you would have me
arres’ an’ getta da deevorcing.
You would have me peench for
salt and buttering eef I maul you
‘roun’ lika da cake-eat do eet.
An' da musie, I ask you, how you
Ifka that, what?"

“Da musle,” say Marioucha,
“she ees ver' inspire to me. She
eea ver' blood-moving musie an’
maka me feel jus' lika da young
chicken. I loaf sooch musie ver’
nice. Da blues, they ees ver'
good also.”

“Da blues, they give me da
same,” I say. “‘Such musle like
thay got eet, make me ver' ner-
vous. FEen da ole days, we got
it da guitars an’ da other soft in-
struments and so forth, but what
we got eet, to-day? We got eot
da skillet an' da cow-bell an’ da
tin washing-boiler an’ da whats-
not. Eet maka da tune lika da
ole cow, she die on eet.”

“Said music ees ver' intexicate

by me,” say Mariouche,

-

) T(;n;tBe Barber on

“Sure deesa music ees intoxi-
cate. Eet ees bootleg music an’
not real music at all. One or-
chestra can play eet tree four
tunes by da same time an’ no-
body know da differ. They got
such a instrument called da Bang
Joe, which ees ver’ nerves-rack-
ing instrument. Da Bang Joe,
she ees niggerish instrument
which no wop should maka da
dance by same.”

“Da Bang Joe maka da swit
musie to my ear,” say Mariouche.
“Da Bang Joe, she ses not so
bashful lika da guitar or da fid.
Da fild, she maka me seek. She
soun’ lika da cats on da back
fence. Da Bang Joe, she ees
ver’ sooth to my temper an’
maka nice smoothly an' restful
musie. 1 also lika da ecowbell,
the maka me think I am een da
country by da side of da river
banks.”

“An' da skillets, they maka me
think I have got eet nothing te
eat, which ees da truth,” I say
eet. “When you ees by da after-
noon daneing.”

“lI not care for da frying-panms
music neither,” say Mariouche.
“When they play on da frying-
pans, eot always maka me think

what poor feesh I marry an’' eet
spoil my whole afternoon.”

“I am mooch oblige for da con-
gratulations,” I say. “But there
ass more feesh in da sea than ees
ever caught and them ones which
oes still in da sea, ees ver’ lucky
feesh.”

“Eef you get out by me an’
shaka da foot onee by awhile, you
will get yong again, joost lka
that,” she say eet.

“Shake da what? I say. *1
not ses nobody shake da feet In
dancing nowdays.”

“Bure not,” she say, “you ees
not looking at da feet, da reason
which is why.”

uwnm'u 1 say eet. “Peaf
you come hers by my barbering
shop to maka da troub, I ask you
like a lady to go upstairs by da
home hous’ and kindly shet opp
an’ rot drive all da cus out from
da barb' shop.” ’

“Eef you go by me to da dane-
ings to-merrow evenink, I shall
make eet no farther remarkings
howsoevar,” she say eet. x

“Fet ees great pleasure to me,”
I say, “If I can use modernish
dancings lika da ecake-eat an'
treat 'em rough.”

“Y net ocare how you “

Modern Dancing

‘em,” she say. “You exx Miw aef
as far as you go

“All right,” I say. "Bud, I sm
not going to dance wit anybedy
but you.”

“Not your life on est,” she my.
“Any woman which danes modern
rassle wit her own husban’ ees a
dumbell. I dance wit strangers.
They ees more politely.”

*“Can I not have eet ons dano
ing wit you?t” I say. “One ses
all I want for one evening.”

*“Then I go to an ambulancs in
da hospital,” she stty. “Oh, no,
I not give you no chance to be
handsoms young guy wit wife
een da ambulance for six, seven
wicks. Ees there not some other
womans you got eet da grudge
against?”

“No,” I say, "1 eannot maka
da dancing wit nobody but my
wife, Back by da ele days, you
lika te maka da dancing wit
m'ﬂ

“Them Iis anclent hystericals
you are pulling eet,” ghe say.
“We now are living by da twen-
tieth century limited.”

“Lota of marrid people dance
together,” | say eet. “They ees
married, all right.”
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ouche: ‘1 moocha thank you.™

“For which,” she say.

“For becauss you not danos
wit me,” I say with wicked leer-
ing by da eye-brow,

“Well, I change my min’,” ghe
sxy. “T ees sorry for you. I
maka da nex’ danecing wit' you,
You ees ver' good little scout, at
that.”

I sayr "All right. I mit you
by da palm tree In five minute,
I gotta go out an’ see a frien’
across da street.”

“Hurry back,” she say eet.

I did. T hurry back home. |
not seen no more danee hall that
evening which show what I think
abeut set,

Rural Editor’s
Scrap Basket

might be some doubt

about the pussy that little

Johnny Green is reputed

to have put in the well, but there

sure is some nice kitty in some of

these oil wells that are bain’ dug
up, say we.'

The Main Street bakeshop pro-
prietor reports trade good. He
the business done In apple
might be called some turn-
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they call the guy who runs Bank-
er Bchiff's sutomobile a &:hu-‘
fonler,
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w boy wanted.”
Buch was the notice hung

outside a busy city warehouse.
It had mot been there long be-
fore p little fellow, red-headed
gnd freckled, calmly lifted it
down, and went inside briskly.
*Did you hang this outsida,i
slzT" he asked the manager.

“Yes!" was the stern reply.|
“Why did you take it down 1"

The boy looked at him for a
few moments. Pity for the man's
{gnorance was expressed on his
face.

Then he spoke, and his reply
was short, but to the point.

“Why?" he said. “Why, be-
cause I'm 'lml".



